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H aemanthus: B lood Lily
by LuAnn Keener
As if I knew its name
without looking: these spiney spheres,
cross between dandelion and diatom.
What world is this, where the eye 
cannot tell barb from blossom?
They shock me, rising 
out of a dun ground littered 
with dry grass, insect skeletons, 
bits of hair and dung. Earth is never 
satisfied. Something churns, 
rises, hangs in space 
deceptively still, odorous.
If I put my face close 
these spears might pierce 
the skin, enter the blood, spread 
like fire till I am 
consumed, become this wound 
turned inside out,
Sfnis cry of needles.
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